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One 


Author's Notes: 
A story | am writing for Zombie_cake (because she is also writing me one) :) 


"At last!" James said with relish. Jason glanced up from playing his bass, curious. 


"What is it?" he asked. James was standing by the window, hand resting on the sill and a smile on his face as 


he looked outside. 
"What is it?" James repeated, a little impatiently. "The weather, dumbass! Its finally stopped raining’. 


‘Ohhh, yeah" said Jason. Noticing that James was eyeing him up expectantly, Jason put down his bass and 
joined the singer at the window. An Ohhh, yeah wasn't significant enough for James at that moment. 


Jason wiped the condensation off the glass and peered outside. The sky was a clean, cornflower blue and the 
sun shone down brightly, lighting up the dewdrops on the grass like crystals. Everything looked fresh and new, 
as if the garden had just got back from the laundry. 


Jason had to admit that it was cheery to see the sun again. It had been raining for the past three days, the 
awful sort of drizzly rain that was both monotonous and dreary. Cooped up indoors, Jason had been alternating 
between painting and playing bass. Lars and Kirk had spent a lot of time in their bedroom (what had they been 
getting up to?) and James had been going stir crazy. After three days of him huffing, pacing about like a 
caged lion and flicking through all the channels on TV at top speed, Jason was pleased to see the sun just 
because it had put James in a good mood. 

"Yeah, it looks really nice out" Jason said, smiling at James. James smiled back. 

"Lets go for a picnic’ he said. 

If there was one thing that Jason knew about James, it was that he could be spontaneous. Lars often teased 
him, saying that he was predictable but sometimes, James would just come out with the oddest ideas on the 
spur of the moment. 


"A picnic? Now?" Jason asked. 


"Sure, why not". James opened the window and a gust of fresh air drifted in He breathed deeply, then sighed. 
‘I've been so fucking bored, stuck inside for days. | just wanna go out and do cool stuff now". 


"Well, | do too" Jason agreed. "But, | just meant that won't the ground be wet to sit on?" 
"We can take some waterproof sheets to sit on’ said James. 


"But..".. 


"No buts!" James closed the window again. "You go and find Kirk and Lars, see if they wanna come too. lll go 


and get some food ready". 
James rushed out of the room before Jason could speak again. Jason rolled his eyes. 


"We don't have any waterproof sheets!" 


FE E FE E E AE E E E WE E FE E AE E WE E WE E WE E E E E WE WE W W EE E E Æ 


"| don't get it!" James huffed as he fastened the bag with the food in on the back of his motorbike. "What the 


hell is wrong with those two assholes?" 


Jason's thoughts went back to Kirk and Lars, semi naked on Lars' bed and arms entwined around each other. 


"Um, | dunno. | guess they just weren't in the mood for a picnic’. 


"But they've been stuck indoors for three fucking days!" 

"Oh well, its their loss" said Jason with a shrug. "More beer and food for us". 

"Yeah, | guess so" James muttered. He caught Jason's eye and Jason assumed a were universally annoyed with 
Kirk and Lars expression. It was difficult for him to maintain it, however. Jason was rather looking forward to 
just him and James going on the picnic. 

James pulled on his motorbike helmet; fastening the strap beneath his chin. His blonde curls had become 
trapped in the collar of his leather jacket and Jason couldn't resist but to gently lift them out. James started 
and shivered a little at the touch of Jasons’ gentle fingers on the back of his neck. 


"Uh, Jase? What are you doing?" 


"Just freeing your hair" Jason replied; a little smile on his face that James couldn't see. "You don't wanna leave 


it stuck, it might pull while you're driving and hurt you". 


James blushed and tried to ignore the feeling that he really liked it. "Humph, well hurry up then, kid. We wanna 
get going before the whole fucking day is over". 


"Ready and willing, James" Jason said innocently. 


James snorted. 


Two 


Ten minutes later, James and Jason had arrived at what James called a "good picnic spot". James beamed as 
he parked up the bike and took of his helmet. Jason, gazing round at their surroundings, didn't look quite so 
sure. Certainly in the dry weather, the large field on the edge of a Redwood forest would be idyllic. However, 
after day of rain, it looked more like a mud pit. Large puddles stood here and there and the taller grasses 
looked saggy and droopy. 

"Come on Jase, stir yourself" said James, handing the food bag to Jason. "Let's find somewhere dry to sit". 


"| can't see *anywhere* dry" said Jason. 


"Ah, we'll find somewhere if we just go a little way into the forest. The trees will have kept the rain off the 


ground in there" James said confidently. 
"Alright then" said Jason. The two guys traipsed across the field, their boots squelching in the mud and the 
wet grass brushing against their jeans. They entered the forest, the giant Redwoods towering over them like 


guardians. James gazed around and up and Jason sniffed the air, breathing in the resin scent of the trees. 


"See, what did | tell you" said James. "H's much drier in here and it's.FUCK!" There was a loud splash as he 
stepped in a deep puddle. 


"What the hell? Stupid fucking puddle!" James growled as he shook the muddy water off his leg. Jason tried 
(and failed) not to laugh. 


"l uh, guess its not as dry as you though, huh? Oh no, I'm not laughing!" Jason added the last bit on quickly as 


James made a grab for him. Seizing Jason, James steered him over towards the puddle. 
"If I've got a wet leg, then you're getting one too" he announced. 


"Oh no, that's not fair" Jason protested, still laughing. James held him tightly but slipped on a muddy patch, 
which resulted in both guys falling over in a squelchy heop. 


"Ha, now we're both wet so we're quits" said James, releasing Jason. 

Jason scrambled to his feet. "I hope we haven't damaged any of the food". 

"Nah, itll be alright” said James. He brushed some wet redwood needles off his ass. "So, where shall we sit?" 
Jason scanned their surroundings. The ground seemed universally wet and soggy. No matter what James 


thought, it was not picnic weather. Jason longed to suggest that they just give in and go somewhere for a 
burger but James' indignity and amount of huffing would be astronomical. A soggy ass would be preferable. 


Then Jason saw somewhere that surely HAD to be dry. He smiled. 


"How about in there?" he said, pointing to the huge trunk of a fallen Redwood. 
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"Wow, this is fucking amazing!" James peered into the giant log. The air inside was warm with just a tang of 
damp to it. The wood was smooth, as if it had been polished. The inside of the trunk stretched away into the 


distance; the end vanishing in the half darkness. 


"Yeah" Jason agreed, pleased that James liked his suggestion. "Shall we go in? | bet we're the first guys to 


have a picnic inside a tree trunk’. 

"Surel" James climbed inside and beckoned to Jason. Jason followed, lugging the bag of food behind him. 
"Wow, this is freaky" said James. "I feel like a fucking Ewok in here". His voice echoed all round 

"Didn't the Ewoks live UP trees, not in them?" Jason said. 

"Yeah, yeah, whatever, smart ass" said James. He went a little further in, then sat down 

"Come on Jase, get the food out, I'm starving’. 


Jason sat next to James, settling comfortably against the curve behind him. He opened the bag and took out a 


six pack and a foil wrapped parcel. 

"There you go" he said, handing them to James. 

"Awesome Jase, you're a star" said James. He pulled a can free and tore off the ring pull with his teeth. The 
beer fizzed out a little, as the cans had been shook up on the journey. James licked the foam off the top 
(taking care not to scratch his tongue), then he drank deeply. The beer was still ice cold, much to his relief. 


James had been worried it would have gone warm, after being in the bag for a while. 


As James was lowering his can, he suddenly became aware than Jason was looking at him. Blue eyes stared 


intently and there was a little smile on Jasons’ lips. 


"Hey, come on Jase, why aren't you eating?" James asked. "We brought tons of food, help yourself. Or do you 


wanna beer?" He held up the six pack. 
Jason grinned. "In a minute" he said. "| was just..thinking’. 


"Yeah?" 


"Well, | found this great, dry spot for a picnic. And | carried the heavy bag of food too". 
"Um, yeah" said James, a little puzzled. What was Jason getting at? "Well, thanks buddy. That's cool of you". 


Jason nodded then he leaned in close to James. He put one hand on James’ arm and smiled a somewhat naughty 


smile. 


"As we're so nice and private in here" he whispered. "How about thanking me properly?" 


Three 


"H-huh?" James gasped, the look of surprise on his face comical. 

"Come on James" Jason cooed, moving even closer. "You're not shy, are you?" 

"Uhhh, no, course not!" James shook his head, trying to take in what was happening. Thinking about it, James 
had suspected that Jason had had a crush on him for a while but he had always brushed it off, telling himself 
that it was just that Jason looked up to him because he was the frontman of Metallica (as well as being 
beyond awesome too). 

Jason slid his arms around James’ waist, holding him close. It reminded James of when they had been travelling 
to the picnic spot. Jason had chosen to hold James around the waist then, rather than hold onto the handle on 
the back of the motorbike. James had told himself that Jason felt more secure that way. 

"You're so cold James, let me warm you up" Jason murmured. He nuzzled against James’ neck, gently nudging 
soft blonde hair out of the way. James closed his eyes and sighed. Jasons' arms were warm; his grip firm, his 


lips were tickling James’ neck. 


"Jase, stop this" James said in an unconvincing voice. "Kirk and Lars do this sorta shit. We don't". His tone 


became firmer but he didn't try to wriggle free of Jason's embrace. 

"We're doing it now" Jason giggled. 

"No, you're doing it" James insisted. "I'm just, urm..".he trailed off. 

"You could move away if you wanted to" said Jason, his lips brushing James’ neck again 


"Where to, exactly?" James demanded. He ignored the fact that his arms were gradually snaking around Jason. 


"We're in the middle of a fucking tree". 
"There's holes at either end" Jason pointed out. 


"Uh yeah and you're blocking one".James turned to look behind him. "And the beer is blocking the other one. If | 


move back, I'll spill it”. 


Jason smiled and began undoing the buttons on James’ shirt. "That's a poor excuse. Is that the best James 


Hetfield can come up with?" 


| could come up with better if | wasn't at the mercy of a horny bassist" James grumbled. He had slid into a 
lying down position and one of his hands had found its way up the back of Jason's t-shirt. He began to 


massage Jason's lower back and Jason purred. 


"Hmm, that feels good" he sighed". 
"You're a pest you know that?" James said. 
"As long as I'm *your® pest" Jason chuckled. 


James didn't know what to say to that! Was Jason suggesting that they were an item? Jason, who was now 


kissing James’ bare chest and had his hands roaming all over James’ body. 

Ah hell! thought James, finally giving in totally. He brushed Jason's hair back and began kissing his face. 
"Don't tell Kirk or Lars" James murmured. 

"Don't worry" Jason gave James an innocent smile. "My lips are sealed". 


"Hmm, l'm not too sure about that" said James, honing in to kiss Jasons’ warm mouth. 
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Some time later, James and Jason lay curled up in each others arms; warm, content and completely relaxed. 
James grinned to himself as he thought about what had transpired. If he was ever going to give in to Jason 


over anything, it had to be something pretty special. And it *had* been. 


James glanced down at Jason, who was making a soft snuffling noise on his neck. James gently played with a 


curl in his hair and Jason sighed peacefully. 
"Hey Jase, are you going to sleep on me?" James teased. Jason just made a cute noise and snuggled closer. 


"Well, | guess we can stay a little longer" James murmured. The truth was, James liked very much being inside 


the warm log; hidden from the world and alone with Jason. 


Unfortunately, it wasn't to last. The gentle breeze coming in from the near end began to pick up and brought 


rain with it. Soon, a few spottles bounced off Jason and caused him to stir. 
"Uhh, that's cold" he muttered. 


"Shh babe, it's OK, itll stop in a minute" said James. Instead, the wind intensified, whistling like a mournful train. 
More rain drifted into the log and Jason whined a little and tried to move. 


"Huh, | guess that's our sunny morning over with" said James. "Come on Jase" he added, gently helping the 
bassist to his feet. "Let's get back home before that wind freezes our nuts off". 


Jason giggled. The two guys quickly pulled on their shirts and jackets, then grabbing the food and the six pack, 
they made their way out of the huge log. James felt the cold air whoosh around him and the raindrops stung 
his cheeks. 


"Fuck! Good job we came out when we did" he growled "We just timed being out in the sun right”. 


"We went in the sun though" Jason panted, as he followed James out of the forest. "We were inside a log, 
making out and..".. 


"Shush kid" said James. 
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Back at the Metallimansion, Kirk and Lars had finally left their bedroom and ventured into the kitchen, in 
search of something to eat. Lars wanted to try out his newest recipe and was eagerly describing it to Kirk but 
Kirk wasn't so sure. 

"Aww, come on Kirk, be adventurous" Lars begged. 


"I am" Kirk insisted. "I love trying new things, Larsie. But | just don't think I'd like red pepper and mango bake". 


"You won't know until you try" Lars said cheerfully. As he went over to the fridge, he heard the sound of the 


front door. 
"Ha, | bet that's James and Jase back from their picnic". 


Seconds later, James came striding into the kitchen, shaking his wet hair like a dog. He dumped the food bag 
down on the table. "Hey guys" he said cheerfully. "Good to see you're up at last!" 


"Hi James" said Lars. "We got hungry so | thought I'd cook Kirk some of my red pepper and mango bake". Kirk 
shook his head frantically. Jason entered the kitchen, also looking rather soggy. 


"Oh man, you guys are really wet" Kirk sympathised. He glanced towards the window, where rain gushed down 
the glass at high speed "Did the weather ruin your picnic?" 


"Nah, of course not" said James impatiently. "It only started to rain as we were coming back We had a great 


time". Jason beamed and nodded, trying to look innocent. 
"Well that's good then" said Kirk, trying to take a mango off Lars. 


James wiped his hair on a tea towel by the sink. "It was awesome, being out in the fresh air, getting back to 


nature. You guys oughta try it, instead of spending all day indoors shagging!" 
‘Oh, | dunno" said Lars, grinning wickedly. "Shagging works up an appetite". 
"Not for red pepper and mango bake it doesn't" Kirk muttered. 


"Humph, me and Jase would much rather be outside, having a picnic" James snorted He tapped Jason on the 


shoulder. "Come on dude, let's go get changed, then we can jam for a bit". 

"Sure" said Jason, giving James a shy smile. 

The two soggy guys headed over to the door. Just as they were about to leave the kitchen, Lars called out. 
"Hey, James?" 

"Yeah?" 

Lars smirked and pointed to the bag of food. 


"James, it's still full. You and Jase haven't eaten a thing. So, what exactly were you doing all that time when 


you were out?" 
Jason caught James' eye and winked at him. James blushed. 


"Be quiet Lars" he said. 


The End 


